after we had come back from our leave, he fell as we
captured the vineyard.

About this time, I met with another experience.
While I was the guest of the Fifteenth International
Brigade, I made the acquaintance of a young Groat
poet. We were returning from a children's party
which had been organized in the village by the
soldiers of the Chapaiev Battalion. The sultriness
of the day was still hanging under the trees and
from the direction of the village came the soft
strains of a concertina. Now that the children's
party was over, no doubt our soldiers were dancing
there with the village lasses.

The poet was talking about a book he was busy
writing ; its title was to be, " The Child that missed
its Death." We went and sat by a stream, and he
began to tell me how the idea of the book had come
to him through the war.

During the Guadalajara battle he was suddenly
buried under a heap of sand thrown up by the
explosion of a heavy bomb dropped from an aero-
plane. The first moments were entirely filled with
anxiety and a terrifying sense of suffocation. " Sud-
denly,35 he said, " both fear and pain were gone.
With an almost photographic realism I saw the
faces of my comrades, of my mother and father ;
I saw our village, the way that led to school, the